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the exception of the Royal Hotel at Lucknow,
were horrible and filthy places. Watson's
Hotel at Bombay is about as uncomfortable a
hostelry as is to be found anywhere in the
civilized world, yet everyone goes there because
it is the best in the place. Everyone grumbles,
and I only wonder no one has the enterprise to
establish a really first-rate hotel at Bombay, for
I am confident a fortune might be made out
of it.

After dressing and breakfasting with a consider-
able party of globe-trotters, a card was brought
me from Mr. Akshaya Kumur Mitra, the private
secretary of the Maharajah of Benares, and I found
;him waiting in the hall. He told me that he
had orders from the Maharajah to take me to one
of his palaces, and to see that I wanted for no-
thing. I soon put my things together, and was
not sorry to see the last of Clarke's Hotel.

The palace in which I was put up is called
Maddessar Kothi. It has large lofty rooms, is
comfortably furnished, and> surrounded by a